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And each doth to its proper place revert,                 45

What may we not hope from our part divine,
Which can this dross of elements refine,

And them unto a better state assert?

Or if as cloy'd upon this earthly stage,

Which represents nothing but change or age,               50

Our souls would all their burdens here divest,
They singly may that glorious state acquire,
WThich fills alone their infinite desire

To be of perfect happiness possess'd.

And therefore I, who do not live and move                  55

By outward sense so much as faith and love,

Which is not in inferior creatures found,
May unto some immortal state pretend,
Since by these wings I thither may ascend,

Where faithful loving souls with joys are crown'd.    60
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ENGAGING griefs, though you most diverse be

In your first causes, you may yet agree
To take an equal share within my heart,
Since if each grief strive for the greatest part,

You needs must vex yourselves as well as me.               5

For your own sakes and mine then make an end,
In vain you do about a heart contend,

Which, though it seem in greatness to dilate,

Is but a tumour, which, in this its state,
The choicest remedies would but offend.                      10

Then storm 't at once: I neither feel constraint,
Scorning your worst, nor sutler any taint,

Dying by multitudes; though if you strive,

I fear my heart may thus be kept alive,
Until it under its own burden faint.                             15

What, is 't not done? Why then, my God, I find,
Would have me use you to reform my mind,
Since through his help I may from you extract
An essence pure, so spriteful and compact,
As it will be from grosser parts refin'd.                        20